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This was written with the utmost respect for the people that appear in it and means no harm to any of them. 


ul wanna watch," Slash proclaimed. 


"You wanna watch?" Izzy repeated slowly. 


Slash sighed, frustration twisting his features. "Yes, | wanna watch. | can't get it out of my head. The sight of 
you kissing. The knowledge that you fucked. The knowledge that you're fucking again. And | just.. You're hot. 
Both of you. I'm not in love with Axl," he rushed to say and given his reaction to the lap dance the other man 
had given him, it seemed like an important thing to point out. "Maybe a little bit in lust... | don't know. | don't 


know anything for sure anymore and l'm so goddamn curious and you seem like the best person to talk to 


about this stuff," he finished. 


Izzy let his words sink in for a moment, then he turned towards Axl who sat on his side of the bed and said 


with a sarcastic smile, "He wants to watch." 


"Come on, man," Slash complained, awkwardly shifting from one leg to the other while Axl giggled 


"Hey, you were the one who just came bursting into our room, proclaiming that you wanna watch us. Why 
don't you take a seat, you're making me antsy." Izzy pointed to the foot of his side of the bed, which he was 


currently sitting on and shifted closer to Axl to make room. 


Slash sat on the mattress, but he felt no more comfortable than he had done standing. "Soo.." Izzy leaned into 
Slash's space, looking like he enjoyed seeing the nervousness and unease on the other guitarists face. This was 
payback for the game, it dawned on him. "You wanna watch us kiss again?" Slash nodded. "You wanna watch us 


do more than that though, don't you? What do you want to watch us do?" 


Slash swallowed. "| wanna watch you get each other off” 


Izzy moved a litle behind Slash, his breath ghosting over his neck while one of his hands caressed his 
shoulder. "How do you want us to get each other off for you?" he whispered in Slash's ear. 


The younger man whimpered. "| wanna watch you fuck." 


Izzy chuckled low and Slash shivered. "That's what | thought. You wanna do something to us too? Or want us to 
do things to you?" 


Slash opened and closed his mouth several times, overwhelmed with the options. "Use your words, baby," Izzy 


purred in his ear. 


"| don't know," the guitarist choked out. "Yes, l.. | want you to.. | wanna know more. About you, about your 
relationship and your past. And | want you to get me off.. if that would be okay with you," he finished with an 
afterthought. 


Axl decided to pipe up. "You're hot, Slasher. We talked about this. As long as its clear who belongs to who," he 


draped a possessive arm around Izzy, "there's no reason why we shouldn't have a little fun" 


Slash had finally turned around to face the couple again who looked at him like his snakes looked at the mouse 
they were moments away from devouring. "Duff will be at work for a few more hours and Steven is God 


knows where," Izzy said with a grin that made Slash's dick twitch. "What do you wanna see now?" 


Slash felt lightheaded. He had rushed into the room on an impulse without any sort of game plan and now.. 


"Kiss and touch each other," he said, relieved that his voice came out somewhat steady. 


Izzy grinned and pressed his lips to Axl's while pushing the smaller man into a horizontal position. The redhead's 
fingers started opening the few closed buttons of Izzy's shirt while the brunet slid his hands under Axl's t- 
shirt. 


After a while, Izzy moved his mouth to the side of Axl's neck, pressing open-mouthed kisses to the area and 
wetting the skin with his tongue. Axl had never been silent with sexual partners, that was something everyone 
in the band knew, but the past weeks had shown that Izzy was capable of raising the singer to a whole new 
level of vocalness with his ministrations. And now, Slash had a first-class seat to that. Axl's breath hitched, he 
let out moans and whimpers and even sobs while pushing his hips up and grinding his crotch against Izzy's. 


The guitarist stopped his attack on Axl's neck for a moment, to rid them both of their shirts. The singer only 
wore briefs, which seemed good enough for the brunet at the moment, but he started to get rid of his own 
pair of jeans. His gaze settled on Slash, while he was busy with that. "Come on, give us some more directions. 
We're here to fulfill almost every one of your fantasies. You just gotta say the word." He laid back down on 
top of Axl, who pulled him closer. "Oh, and Slash?" He caught his eye. "You can touch yourself. There wouldn't 
be any fun in this if you wouldn't, right?" 


Slash let out a shuddering breath. "Right" Following Izzy's suggestion, he moved a tiny bit closer to the couple. 
"Tease him through his underwear," he told the other guitarist. "Don't touch him properly yet though, | wanna 
see how desperate he can get." 


Axl whined loudly while Izzy shot him an impressed look. "Damn, | may have underestimated you. This is gonna 
be fun" He followed Slash's direction and kissed down Axl's torso. After paying some extra attention to his 
nipples, especially the pierced one, which had the singer wailing loudly, he moved lower to the fully hard 


erection straining against the fabric of his underwear. He dragged his open lips along the length. "You're so 
excited, baby, aren't you? You're already wet," he cooed. Axl whimpered and Slash couldn't keep himself from 
moaning too. He had always suspected that the older man had a bit of a kinky streak, but now he had to worry 


about coming from just the other guitarists voice. 


Izzy started licking and sucking Axl through the fabric, while the singer moaned and shivered in pleasure. After 
a bit, the guitarist pulled back again. "Slash said he wants to see you desperate. So, if you want me to touch 
you properly, you'll have to beg for it. And make it convincing." 


Axl sobbed. "Please, please touch me, | need it so bad. Please, Izzy, | beg you, please." He looked up at him with 
big, glistening eyes. 


The guitarist pretended to think while stroking the skin of the redhead's inner thighs gently. So close to where 
he wanted his hands and still so far away. "I don't know, l'm still not convinced," he said, amusement playing 


behind his eyes. 


Axl bucked his hips against his hands and whined. "Please, Izzy, I'll do anything, just please touch me. Please?" he 
whimpered and now actual tears were gathering in his eyes. Slash was definitely going to hell for how much 


that was turning him on. 


"Hmm, | want to believe you, baby, | do, but I'm not the only one who needs to be convinced. Slash, do you 


believe him?" Izzy turned towards him. Slash knew exactly what this was. An invitation to join their game. 


"| think | might need some more convincing," he said, relishing in the pleased look the other guitarist sent his 


way. 


"And how would he be able to do that?" lzzy asked. Slash started to understand the game more and more. lzzy 


seemed to know Axl's limits and he was negotiating them with him. 


"He can sit in my lap like he did that night a few weeks ago and he can show me just how hard and desperate 
he is. And he can answer my questions about your relationship." Izzy nodded. Apparently, that was an 


acceptable proposal. 


He leaned down to Axl, kissing his neck again "You think you can do that, baby?" Axl whined and nodded. He got 


up and instantly crawled over to Slash, sitting in his lap and pressing his erection against his leg. 


"Gonna hump my leg like a dog now?" Slash asked and Axl whimpered. "Go ahead," he told the redhead, wishing 
the singer would show this submissive streak when they were working together. Would make things a hell of a 


lot easier. 


Suddenly, Izzy was behind him, taking off his shirt. "The jeans are good for now," he murmured in his ear, 


“they'll give him a nice amount of friction” 


Slash focused back on Axl shifting back and forth on his leg with small movements. "Your first time. Tell me 


about it in more detail." 


Axl's breath hitched. "What, ah, what exactly do you wanna know?" 


Slash considered the question for a moment. "Was it fast and hard or slow and gentle? What position? Who 
fucked who?" 


He watched Axl's eyes flutter as he thought about the answers. "It was very sweet and gentle. Missionary. 
And | was on top. If you don't already know, Izzy's fucking huge and | was pretty intimidated back then" Slash 
caught the brunet's eye, who looked very pleased. 


"Has he fucked you since?" 


Axl whimpered and nodded. "The first time in the night | finally tracked him down here. | had missed him so 
much and | just needed him." 


Slash hummed, growing harder at the descriptions from the singer. "And how was that time?" 


"Desperate. We were alone in the flat of a friend he was crashing with. He fucked me on the sofa, the kitchen 


counter, bent over a table." 


Slash moaned low in his throat. That he needed to see later. His jeans were getting really uncomfortable. "You 


almost got me convinced. Last question. What is it Izzy does to you that makes you basically scream?" 


Axl blushed, maybe only now becoming aware of just how much his housemates overheard of his sex life. 
“Several things,” he said bashtully. "Sometimes he fucks me just right, sometimes he eats me out and 


sometimes he fingers me after | cum to see if he can get me hard again" 


Slash looked up at Izzy with a mixture of respect, incredulousness and a wonderous sense of ‘who the hell is 


this guy’. The other man looked positively proud of Axl's recounting. 


“Alright, you're good," Slash said and laid his hands on Axl's hips to stop his movements. He turned to Izzy. 
"Prepare him. Get him real close. Then fuck him, but don't cum." 


Izzy raised his eyebrows. "Why?" 


Slash gathered all his confidence and courage. "Cause l'm gonna fuck you." 


Izzy regarded him with an inquisitive look, a small smile tugging on his lips. "You think you're up for that?" 


Slash did his best to keep his poker face intact and nodded. 


Izzy took him in for another moment but then nodded too. “Alright” And that was that, apparently. 


He turned back to Axl, who had been impatiently rubbing against his side. "Shh, I'm gonna take care of you now, 
baby," he promised and made the other man lie down on his back. Like before, he kissed his way down his 
chest, but this time, he freed the singer of his underwear and pressed a kiss to the tip of his cock. Axl 
sobbed with relief and gently pushed his hips upwards. "Patience, baby," Izzy murmured. He ran his tongue all 
over the length of his boyfriend's dick, before sucking its head into his mouth. He sucked it deeper a few 
times, but then pulled off again to return to the licks. 


"Slash, could you hand me that bottle?" He pointed at a big, half-empty tube of lube out in plain sight on the 
nightstand. Slash gave it to him and he spread some on his fingers, which he then brought between Axl's 
thighs. Sadly, from where he was sitting, Slash couldn't see too much of the fingers going in and out of the 


singer's body, but he could see his reaction He could see the raised eyebrows and hear the soft moans. Axl 


looked absolutely beautiful. 


Izzy kept the stretching going for a bit, but then retracted his fingers and spread the rest of the fluid on his 
erection He added some more lube and then moved between Axl's legs. "Ready, baby?" he asked softly. Axl 
nodded and threw his arms around Izzy's neck The guitarist started pushing in and the redhead threw his head 
back against the pillow with a grunt. "Easy," Izzy whispered. "I've got you." 


For the first time during this strange afternoon, Slash felt like an intruder, yet he couldn't look away. Izzy and 
Axl looked unbelievably beautiful together and you could tell how much they cared about each other; love was 
practically radiating off of the pair. 


Izzy had followed Slash's instructions closely. Axl was close and with the guitarist's hand on his dick, it wouldn't 
take him long to cum. Meanwhile, Slash had also opened his jeans and was stroking himself. Izzy locked eyes 
with the curly-haired man. "You want him to get your permission before he comes?" he asked and there was 


that mischievous glint in his eye again 


"Fuck, yeah," Slash breathed. "Does he need yours?" 


Izzy grinned. "Not always. But it does make it more fun" He leaned down to kiss Axl. "You close, baby?" The 
singer nodded. "Don't forget to ask Slash for permission before you come, alright?" He nodded again. Izzy 
started to put a bit more force into his thrusts and what had only been whimpers before turned into moans. 


Not even half a minute later, the redhead started shaking. "Slash, can | please cum? Please?" he whined. 


"Yeah, cum for us, Axl," Slash said and two of Izzy's thrusts later, the singer spilled all over his hand. He sank 
back into the bed bonelessly, a few shivers wracking through his body now and again, but apart from them, he 


was motionless, bliss written all over his face. 


Izzy grit his teeth trying his best to stop himself from moving, then he slowly and gently pulled out. 


"Your turn," he told Slash while falling onto the mattress right next to Axl. "I hope you're a quick learner." He 
held out the lube to him, but the guitarist shook his head. 


"| want Axl to do it.. if he can," he said, a little unsure. 


Izzy grinned. "You really are a voyeur through and through, aren't you?" He lubed up his own fingers. "Give 


him five minutes. I'll get started on it though, been a while since we've done it this way." 


Slash didn't regret this turn of events at all. Watching Izzy push his own fingers inside of him, seeing his brow 
furrow in concentration, seeing him bite his lip, was incredibly arousing. Axl was slowly returning to the land of 
the living and he cuddled closer to his partner while letting one hand trail down his body. It joined Izzy's at the 
other man's entrance and he pushed in one of his fingers alongside the guitarist's digits. Slash had to take his 
hand off his cock or he would have cum right then and there. 


Izzy wasn't very vocal, Slash observed. He sighed and his moans were more stifled hums than anything else. 


The guitarist looked down at the brunet, setting a goal. He wanted to see the other man come apart. 


Izzy finally considered himself prepared and he made motions to turn onto his hands and knees when Slash 
stopped him. "No. Stay like this." He looked surprised at the vulnerable position but didn’t protest. That was 


exactly how Slash wanted him. Vulnerable. 


Axl handed him the lube and a condom. He put it on without comment. Axl and Izzy didn't seem to use any with 
each other, but he got why they wanted him to wear one. He slicked himself up and crawled closer to the 


other guitarist. "Ready?" 


Izzy smirked. "Bring it on" 


He was so goddamn tight. Slash had done anal before with girls, but this was different. This was being inside of 
a man, inside of one of his best friends. That thought alone almost made him shoot his load. So much about his 
supposed heterosexuality. 


He concentrated on Izzy's face. His eyes had fluttered when Slash had pushed into him and his breaths were 


coming more shallow. That was a good start. 


He set a moderate pace for the beginning, focusing more on the depth of his thrusts and finding that magic 
spot he'd heard tales about. 


"What does he feel like?" Axl asked Izzy while caressing his chest and playing with his nipples. 


"Good" Slash was proud to hear the strain in Izzy's voice. "Real good. He reaches quite deep, now he just-" a 


low moan ripped from his throat. "Right there," he said, his breaths coming faster. 


Slash tried to keep the angle the same and it seemed to work, as more of those delicious small moans fell 
from the other guitarist's lips and he pushed his hips back against Slash. Now that he had the spot down, he 


could change up pace and strength. 


It seemed Izzy hadn't seen it coming when Slash started to thrust much faster and harder if the noise he 


made was anything to go by. "God, Slash," he sighed. 


"He fucks you so good, baby," Axl cooed, while his hand circled around Izzy's erection. The brunet sighed and 
leaned his head closer to his boyfriend, reaching out to him. Axl's other hand wandered into his hair, gently 
holding him. "You're doing so good, lz" That elicited a whimper from the guitarist that had Slash raise his 


eyebrows. Where was the other man's dominant streak now? 


"You like being a good boy for us, Izzy?" The guitarist only moaned as an answer. In return, Slash gave him a 


particularly brutal thrust. "I asked you a question” 


Izzy closed his eyes and pressed even closer to Axl. "Yes," he breathed. 


Slash grinned. "So you wouldn't dare cum without permission, right?" 


The guitarist shuddered. It was apparent that he was getting close. "No," he whimpered. He took a few deep 
breaths and then whispered, "May | please cum?" 


Slash was enjoying himself too much, he felt himself getting closer too. "| can't hear you," he said while 


doubling his efforts. 


"May | please cum?" Izzy sobbed, his whole body shaking now. 


"Yes," Slash said and not a second later, the brunet finished with a desperate moan while Axl stroked him 
through his orgasm and whispered sweet nothings to him. It took Slash only a few additional thrusts to reach 


climax himself. 


Not wanting to collapse on the smaller man and Axl, who he had become completely entangled with, Slash 
carefully slipped out of Izzy, took off the condom, tied a knot in it and threw it next to the bed. He would deal 


with it in a second. 


"We're gonna take a nap," Izzy's voice sounded somewhere out of Axl's hair. "You can stay if you wanna. Would 


be weirder to throw you out like this now." 


Slash regarded the cuddling naked couple with mixed feelings. "Alright," he decided and laid down at their side. A 


little power nap wouldn't hurt. 


